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Y
 uko studied her reflection as she put on light red lipstick. “What do you think, honey?”

“I think you look incredible with or without make-up. Either way you are hot!” Tojo said, with acceptance in his voice. “It will be hot when we land in Jamaica in about . . .” he said, glancing at his watch. “Ten minutes.”

Turning from the mirror, she gave Tojo an appreciative look. “Thanks for bringing me on your business trip. I’ll try and stay out of your way.”

“No. No. No. You are never in the way. I consider you at my side an asset.”

She laughed, happy to see sparkle in her husband’s, her lover’s eyes. “I just want to do some light shopping and hit the beach.”

“I just want you to be careful. Don’t get away from the major hotels, the tourist areas. Jamaica can be dangerous,” Tojo insisted. “All those black Jamaican men will be eying you like a tasty dish.”

“Oh.” She shrugged. “I am a tasty dish! I will ask around and find where all the hungry, black guys are at night. You know, the ones looking for a tasty dish.” She gave him an elbow in the ribs.

“Well, it is Spring Break and ‘tasty dishes’ in the form of blue-eyed blonds will be everywhere on the island.” He smiled a little. “We only have two nights. A short and simple trip.”

Instinct told Yuko that Jamaica was a secret hotwife paradise.

 

Tojo had secrets—she knew his secrets. Secrets he didn’t know she knew. She accidentally discovered interracial erotica on his iPad seven months ago. His particular preference was hotwife erotica. She was upset in the beginning but decided her love for him would prevail over mere fantasy. But most of all, she wanted to be happy—all the way happy. She would do “whatever” to be the ideal wife for Tojo. It was best he did not know she knew his secret. That was the Japanese way.

To her surprise, she discovered herself immensely turned on by interracial erotica also. For six months she indulged in the same erotica as her husband. She never expected to, as she called it, “get wet.” But at a company party the storm broke and she had sex with three black men. A few days later it was the black gardener, an old man. Now she understood the saying, “once you go black, you never go back.” Her marriage never seemed better. She never felt better. Actually, she thought of herself as a secret alpha female, a woman that was assertive and filled her needs and desires.

 

Yuko and Tojo Tanaka power walked through the sea of tourist at Sangster International Airport in Montego Bay. Standing out against the casual dress of college girls in flip-flops and shorts, her New Balance shoes made a good pace as she moved toward Jamaican Customs. She pretended not to notice, and it was easy wearing sunglasses, the enjoyment Tojo was having surrounded by so many young college girls. Why only girls? Very few college guys,
 she thought.

“Hang on here a minute, honey, while I use the bathroom,” Tojo said, as he stopped by a small bookstore, leaving his pull carry-on luggage.

“Okay,” she replied, noticing a tall, black airline pilot in the bookstore eyeing her. She reached up to undo another top button on her blouse, revealing her perfect 34-D breast that swelled when she was excited.

Her short white summer dress, perfectly accentuated her toned legs and model figure, while still keeping her lady assets professionally covered. Always best to look professional when traveling. No reason she couldn’t have a little fun while waiting for Tojo. She was ready to let her wild side out to play on an island packed with black men.

The pilot was aware she had noticed him, even as he tried to be discreet. He was used to it. As a shuttle pilot ferrying tourist from Montego Bay to Kingston, he was used to being “sized up” by horny housewives, and forever enjoyed the game.

As she stood watching the pilot, she mentally kicked herself for wearing panties. Her panties were black and could be seen through the shear white dress. Why should I wear panties in Jamaica? How foolish!
 She began to think of something imaginative, something flirtatious that would surely get his attention.

With her back to him, Yuko bent at the waist, pretending to be looking for something in the luggage. This gave him a view of her ass. He moved in till he stood just at the edge of the store. She turned her head quickly and saw he took the bait and was watching her. Their eyes met. She didn’t have to read his thoughts when she could read his eyes.

“Yuko, I’m back,” Tojo said. Her palms went damp as she turned and saw her husband. She had to take a breath to settle herself.

“Fine. My turn,” she replied, heading toward the bathroom.

Without panties, Yuko returned from the bathroom to see Tojo browsing in the bookstore a mere five feet from the pilot. As she moved closer to them, she tried not to look at the pilot, but found her gaze was drawn irresistibly toward him. His body just flat out turned her on, from the white airline shirt which clung to his thickly muscled upper body on a six-foot four-inch frame, to the black dress slacks which hugged his firm ass and strong, broad thighs. He turned around and caught her looking his way.

As she stepped toward Tojo, her pussy began to fill with moisture, she rubbed her hand across the pilot’s ass. Silently she praised herself for such a blatant move, unnoticed by Tojo. She stood awkwardly next to Tojo’s left side, trying to control the butterflies in her stomach. The pilot’s masculine scent filled her nostrils—a mixture of his natural musk and the body wash she knew he used each morning. It drove her wild and she nonchalantly moved her left hand down to her side.

“I’m going to pay for this travel guide,” Tojo continued, squeezing Yuko’s hand. “Keep shopping. We are in no hurry.”

Tojo moved to the cashier with the travel guide book. She slowly moved next to the pilot and scraped her hand on his erection while pretending to look for a book. “Excuse me,” she said, in a soft murmur.

“I’m sorry,” he replied, moving to an area in back of the store out of sight of the cashier.

She quickly made her way next to him, legs spread wide and pretending to look at books. She had waited for a moment like this for months. She knew the danger because her body was already at a torturous buildup—the anticipation mounted when she met his eyes and in an instant the message was passed.

She stood on her tip-toes reaching for a book on Montego Bay. The smooth round cheeks of her perfectly shaped ass peeked out from the short summer dress as she stretched her arm up for a book she could not reach.

And suddenly the counter to her tease came to her.

The pilot jolted forward to help her get the book by coming directly behind her and reaching up with his left arm; at the same time, his right hand reached around, and he quickly had two fingers inserted in her pussy, with his thumb on her clit.

It happened so fast, his transformation to sexual aggressor. Shocked and scared by the unexpected action of the pilot she jerked forward, dropping her handbag, wanting to escape, but his pussy lock on her with his right hand prevented it. The panic wanted to come but couldn’t carve its way through her needs.

“Easy miss,” he said. “Settle down. I’m only trying to help you. Now open the book, and hold it at your waist, and together we will look at the book.”

Her breathing was so labored she could hardly talk but managed to whisper one word: “Hai.”
 She opened the book to the middle. She felt his huge cock against her ass. To be pounced on by surprise with speed and deliberation caused an almost primal reaction in her body.

“So wet! Miss, you are so wet for me,”he whispered in her ear, his Jamaican accent making her knees quake. His tongue flicked out licking her neck.

Seeing Tojo heading his way, he slid his fingers out of Yuko pussy and let go of her.

As Tojo drew closer, the pilot drilled into Tojo with his eyes, “Sir, is this your first trip to Jamaica?”

“Why yes it is,” Tojo responded with a smile.

“I was just telling your lovely wife that the two of you should make it to Kingston.”

“Thanks for the tip, but I am afraid we only have two nights. Where do you suggest we go in Montego Bay?”

“Oh, The Stulla,
 it is hot and hopping. And with the college girls in town there is always quite the show!” He nodded and walked away. “Here is my business card. I will be flying with United, out of San Francisco in the coming months.”

“Great,” Yuko replied, putting the card in her purse. “We live in the Bay Area.”

“Wonderful. Perhaps we shall meet again,” he said and departed.

“Honey, are you okay?” He took a water bottle out of his pack, handed it to her. “You look flushed. Have a little water now, honey.”

“All right.”

 

The Jamaican Customs Officer had trained his camera on the passengers arriving from Miami. Using the ZOOM function, he zeroed in on Yuko outside the bookstore. After seeing her return from the bathroom without her panties, he became excited that he had found his victim. Then when he accessed the store’s camera and saw the pilot with his hand up her skirt he gazed fixedly at the scene. The officer was a sexual predator that preyed on college girls visiting Jamaica. He knew his routine by heart.

With a perfunctory gesture the tall, black customs officer called Jack waved the visitors forward into the roped lines. He remembered the faces from the camera, the group of puzzled faces. The people changed but the expressions were the same.

Jack walked over to Yuko, and said to her, “may I see your passport, ma’am?”

She handed him her Japanese Passport.

Jack stared at it a moment in silence.

“Random interview. You need to come with me,” he said, “You will need to stay, Sir. It should only take five minutes.”

“It’s my wife,” Tojo replied indifferently. “Can’t I go with her?”

“Standard random interview,” he said. His voice sounded flat. “Like I said, it should only take a few minutes.”

Yuko looked at Tojo in fear. She walked beside the officer and they moved down a corridor to the interview rooms.

There was only one light in the windowless room, a reading lamp with a green shade, but the glow of light, like artificial moonlight, filled the room. She turned, when he shut the door, and found him watching her lustfully. A chill skipped along her skin. The huge size, six-foot four, and coal black face gave him the appearance of a human gorilla.

“Why don’t you sit down? I need to talk to you about something.”

“Sure. Is everything all right?” She said, shutting her eyes for a minute.

She sat at the table with him. It didn’t seem real,
 she thought. From the intense sexual buildup in the bookstore that left her frustrated to this.


“Let me start with this, Mrs. Tanaka. Here is a video I took of you after you exited the aircraft.”

She frowned at the images he brought up on his computer. “Why did you download it?”

Saying nothing, Jack brought up another image—the pilot groping her—then him giving her his business card. “Drugs. We have a problem with drugs.”

And the chill seeped in, dug into her bones.

“This was all probably just a sex game for you. But I need to confirm, and I will need to pat you down.”

She drew a shaky breath, then another, steadier before she looked at Jack. “Okay, let’s get it over with.”

“I will need you to put your hands on the wall and spread your legs. I will perform a cursory pat down.”

She slid out of the chair and moved to the wall.

He put the palms of his huge hands on the side of her face and leaned in toward her. She felt his huge erection against her ass. When he moved his hands toward her mouth she nibbled on them. This is when his breathing increased.

“I’m going to give you what you want, all of it,” he managed to say in a pant.


This was—is—his fantasy. And I am caught up in it,
 she thought to herself, but—
 Closing her eyes she melted into Jack letting her body follow his movements. She felt his hands wrap around her body, caressing her breast as she stood in-place, then moving lower, pulling her hips toward his groin.

Jack grabbed a fistful of Yuko’s short hair. Pulling her to him with one hand, his other hand rubbed her wetness, pushing two fingers inside her pussy. “I’m going to fuck you now.”

Lifting her up by the waist he moved her over toward the desk. Leaning forward she grabbed the desk, pushing her ass out toward Jack. She turned and saw he had dropped his uniform pants and was holding a very thick, eight-inch cock. She reached back and felt the girth. She was fascinated by how wide it was—how thick!

Yuko shuddered. She was afraid he would tear her open. She slid her fingers inside of herself. The folds of her body’s most private area was soaking and parted easily.

Jack wasted no time as he pushed his coke-can wide cock against her cunt. It was enough to send her crazy, yelping in pleasure at the snug fit as surprisingly he slid in with ease. She began moaning, her body an unstoppable fuck machine, out of control, squeezing him as tight as she could.

“I can’t take it! I’m going to cum!” He babbled.

She quickly moved forward, his cock coming out with a PLOP, and she spun around and dropped to her knees.

She slid the head of the black beast into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. She tried to take him deep into her throat, but she couldn’t do it—he was to thick. Her mouth was stretched as far open as it would go. She sucked him urgently. She could sense his release. She needed it too. Actually she craved black cock cum. The muscles in his body tensed, and she felt his hands on her head pulling her in to him.

Then it happened.

The semen leaped out of him in what seemed like multiple syringe shots. She flinched as some landed in her hair, then on her hands and arms. She wrapped her lips tightly around the tip, moving slowly now, momentarily in another world. She felt him shaking with the last couple of spasms, syringe shots. And she climaxed too with a mouth full of hot Jamaican Juice. She had been hungry earlier but felt fulfilled at what she considered a full course meal.

She gave a sigh and used her fingers to scoop up drops of cum. “Do I get an exit interview on Saturday morning?”

“Yes.” He pulled his pants up. “I’ll find a way to make it work for you.”

Yuko stood up, eyes wide, savoring the after taste like a swimmer savors air after a long, lung-bursting dive.

 

“There you are,” Tojo commented. “Are you okay? Did they—”

The look she sent him stopped the words. It was so exquisite and sexy. “Look they gave me free coupons to use along the beach. It was nothing. He was nice. More like a quick survey.” She opened her mouth and gave him a wet kiss. “Are you hungry?”

“I am hungry for you!”

“You can eat me in the hotel room.”

Tojo found her irresistible at times. He liked the way she looked. All calm and cool on the outside. He always wandered what went on under the surface. “That is the plan.”
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N
 ot sure of her role, Yuko stood off to the side while her husband talked with the owner of a chain of hotels along Montego Bay. They had just checked in at the hotel when the owner spotted Tojo.

“Why don’t you and your lovely wife join me for a drink,” Kaye Newberry, the Jamaican hotel owner asked, smiling at Yuko.

Tojo looked in Yuko’s direction. “What do you say, honey?”

She glanced at Newberry, allowing a hint of interest to touch her eyes. “Oh, I will go to my room and freshen up and then join you.”

Newberry had noticed Yuko glancing at the bellhop, a potential member of the 2020 Jamaican Track Team. “Thomas, could you escort this young woman to her room with the luggage.”

The tall Jamaican Track Star nodded in gentleman’s fashion. “I am at your service, ma’am.”

Yuko’s jaw dropped and a little drool fell from the bottom of lip when she saw the bellhop. He stood 6’3 with a short, neat haircut. His high cheek bones enhanced his black skin tone. His green eyes slanted upwards a little and looked as if they wanted to fuck anything in sight. His thin built complimented his height, his muscles easily noticed through his white, silk shirt. She found herself liking the young man and was now hungry for another Jamaican meal. She pictured herself pulling his cock out of his pants and sucking all that Jamaican Juice out of him. “Okay, see you in twenty minutes or so,” she said, kissing Tojo on the cheek.

With a sigh Yuko walked briskly with Thomas toward the elevators.

“What sport do you do?” She asked.

“Track. The 400 meter,” Thomas answered, taking hold of her arm and steering her clear of the cart.

Yuko took hold of his arm when the elevator opened. Under her fingers his muscles felt like steel.

“Here is your room Mrs. Tanaka.” Thomas shifted closer to her as she opened the door and scanned the room.

“Oh, this room is gorgeous,” she said, walking around modeling her best poses for him. “And the view of the bay!” She could smell him now, and as usual the masculine scent made her nostrils flare and heart speed up. “Let me get you a tip.” She sat down on a square cushion stool in the room and began looking through her purse.

He moved closer to her and stood next to her. His green eyes burned down into hers. “You don’t have to give me money, ma’am.”

“Oh,” she said, glancing up at him and smothered a groan as she saw the outline of an erection in his pants.

“They say it is good luck for a foreign woman in Jamaica to pet a Stulla’s
 puppy.”

She looked stunned by the unknown terminology. “Stulla
 ? Puppy
 ?”

He smiled and let out a laugh. “A Stulla
 is a very sexually competent, Jamaican man. And a puppy
 is his penis.”


He is teasing me.
 Yuko blushed as red as the side of a firetruck; it was actually comical. “I think I am going to be a very lucky woman.”

She reached over and touched his erection. He unzipped his pants and she reached inside and found his cock. Her eyes widened. Pulling it out, she stared at his hard, swollen shaft, and slowly curled her fingers around him. His green gaze riveted on her face, a sheen of moisture making his skin gleam like an oiled Panther.

Thomas felt his heart clench as he watched her move closer, and bring her lips to his pulsing cockhead. As she drew closer, he pushed his hard meat between her soft lips. He hissed in a breath as the wet heat of her mouth engulfed him. He gave her slow, shallow thrusts as he developed a rhythm they both liked.

“You look like you were born to have a Jamaican Puppy
 in your mouth,” Thomas told her, his muscles tightening as the need inside him turned ferocious. “You look so hot with a black cock between your lips, baby.”

With her increased passion and fear of getting caught, she began bobbing her head over him, taking more and more of his shaft. A low humming sound came from her throat as she did, caressing him with her tongue and lips.

Yuko shivered and moaned around his black cock.

“Oh, yeah, suck my puppy
 ! I’m going to give you a taste of Jamaica Juice.” He sucked in a quick breath.

She looked up at him with her brown eyes brimming with hunger.

It took only another thirty seconds for his balls to erupt with fiery pleasure and his juice to pour out of him. As Thomas shuddered and groaned Yuko kept sucking, drinking down every warm, wet pulse of his thick juice until he had finished. Her fingers dug into his ass cheeks pulling him into her mouth. She considered herself lucky to be a woman that fulfilled her sexual appetite! She finally released him, pausing only to kiss the purple-black dome of his tip before she looked up at him, her eyes dark and licking her lips.

“You need to go to a club called The Stulla
 ,” He said, zipping his pants and heading out the door.

She showered and laid down on the bed. The events of the day kept replaying over and over and over in her head. And she fell asleep.

 

Tojo appeared, stumbling into the room drunk. Yuko awoke.

She gulped as he loomed closer, and opened her arms. “I’m sorry I fell asleep. You know I wanted--” She was suddenly swept into Tojo’s embrace and he was smiling at her wolfishly.

“You looked so hot today at the airport and in the lobby. All those black men lusting after you,” he said, as he began kissing her.

“Ah, yes!” Yuko nodded excitedly. “I noticed.” She wrapped her arms around Tojo’s small neck and she was wandering if he would remember what he said in the morning. She made love to him with an entirely different sort of light burning in her eyes.

She shut her eyes tight, then popped them open again. Only the sound of Tojo snoring and a reggae band playing in the distance. Her heart was beating too fast, and when she closed her eyes for a moment to try and calm down, she saw images of blonds and blacks dancing on the beach. She jumped out of bed and threw on a tube top, a pencil skirt, and flip-flops.
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T
 en minutes later, Yuko was standing at the beach and looking at a sign which was posted in the sand. THE STULLA! it said, seeming to suggest that black cock was a goal attainable by any reasonable, hard-working girl.

Past two tall bouncers, she saw what had to be over fifty college girls dancing in the sand with Jamaican men in dreadlocks. This, Yuko decided, was interracial mingling on a grand scale—it made the small club where she and Tojo usually visited look like a small job interview by comparison. After paying the cover, she made her way slowly through the sea of blonds to the bar.

Standing under the cabana bar, she looked around at the many women laughing, talking, touching, exploring and she smiled. After getting her drink a gorgeous blond in a short tube skirt like herself smiled at her. “So where is your husband?”

“Sleeping. I’m Yuko.”

“I’m Cindy and my husband is not here either. I am going to get him to come tomorrow night. You are a hot commodity here. Not any Asians. Would you like to help me suck off a big black cock?”

Yuko’s eyes flickered from the woman’s face to her breast over and over. She licked her lips. She felt her sex quiver at the spoken invitation of sex. Cindy was offering her exactly what she wanted. “Sure.” Her body made the decision for her and she moved toward her, taking the outstretched hand she offered.

Letting Cindy take her hand, her ass jiggling enticingly, Yuko felt a flutter between her legs as she willingly followed.

“Cindy!” A deep male voice bellowed from in front of them, making the two jump. “I told you if I see you again you will have to suck my cock.”

“Jason, this is Yuko. Do you like her? She is going to help me.”

He quickly put his hands over Yuko’s ass. “Oh my God!”

Smiling, Yuko touches his arm and leans her head back as Jason kisses her. He pulls away from the kiss and nods across the beach, his eyes zeroing in on a bungalow.

 

Yuko sat on a stool, silently questioning Cindy with her eyes. She had no idea what was about to happen, but it seemed to be happening quickly. Cindy smiled down at her as she settled herself on a stool next to her, taking her hand in hers, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

Jason moved his dreadlocks back and looked down at them, his gaze appraising and appreciative.

Cindy took Yuko’s hand and rubbed Jason’s cock through his shorts.

The heat built between Yuko’s legs as she felt the thick ten-inch cock.

The stools were at the perfect height to take a cock in their mouth. The two sat staring for a moment, studying the outline of the cock and feeling the power in their hands. Satisfied, they moved in, stripping the shorts down, revealing long hardness. He moved toward Yuko’s face, pushing between her willing lips. She took him deep into her mouth and closed her lips around his shaft, holding him there for a long moment, enjoying the taste of him before slowly moving her lips up and down the length of his cock, flicking her tongue around the black hardness. Cindy moved in and sucked on the huge balls, the size of two limes. Both bodies rocked in the stool and both mouths sucked.

“This is hot!” Jason said, as he felt waves of heat racing in his groin.

Cindy moved her mouth up and replaced Yuko’s mouth on the cock. Then she removed her mouth from the thick black steel and kissed Yuko.

Her lips were soft, gentle, letting Yuko take and give, what she needed. Stopping the kiss, they ran their tongues up each side of Jason’s cock. Wanting more, Jason began jerking on his cock. Jason moved slowly at first, then faster and faster. Yuko and Cindy had their mouths open and tongues extended. The moment the tip of two tongues touched the tip of his cock the dam that had been holding all the pleasure back exploded.

Yuko took him in her mouth, tasting Cindy’s saliva on him. He was so swollen now, so she sucked, moving her lips up and down, while Cindy gently sucked his balls, squeezing gently with her hand. He bucked against Yuko’s mouth and, pulling back slightly, ejaculated with an anguished groan, shooting his load into two open mouths. Yuko swallowed the first hot spurts, while Cindy finished him off by pumping creamy cum onto her tongue.

He stepped back, breathing heavily, eyes half-closed. Yuko leaned over, licking her lips, and licked the cum that dripped on Cindy’s tits. They smiled at each other and kissed gently, the reggae music beating all around them.

“Same time tomorrow night?” Jason asked as he pulled up his shorts and headed toward the flimsy door made from Palmetto Palm Tree leafs.

“Same time. This time I’ll have my husband,” Cindy answered. She raised her eyebrows again, this time in a questions mode.

“Yes ma’am, of course. It will be different.”

Thank you,” she whispered and then slightly louder said, “You will be paid for helping me.”

The gleam in her eyes made Yuko wonder about her husband and “tomorrow night.”

Needing more, Cindy took Yuko’s hand and pulled her to a mattress on the floor. She guided Yuko onto her back, laying face up, then straddled her, moving her pussy over her smiling lips.

In no time at all the two were in a sixty-nine position. Now Cindy had unrestricted access to Yuko’s moist pussy with her mouth. With a groan Yuko felt Cindy’s mouth close on her clit, sucking the delicate flesh.

Cindy’s pussy was smooth and shaven. She felt gifted to experience such a pussy for her first time. Slipping her tongue into the warmth she savored the taste as her juices flowed. She mimicked the movements Cindy was doing to her, driving both of them closer and closer to the edge. Cindy’s pussy pushed against her hand and mouth, begging for more.

Simultaneous orgasms were set off and shattered their nerve endings, exploding in mind boggling euphoria with every touch of tongues.

Lips, gentle and soft kissed Yuko. “That was awesome, baby. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.”

Yuko blinked a few times and took in a few deep breaths. “You going to get black cock again tomorrow night?”

“Kind of. I am setting up my husband. He is a closet cuckold. He has fantasies about being a prep/clean-up man if you know what I mean.”

Yuko stood up, fixing her skirt. “I think I can help your husband and you can help mine. Let’s go have a drink and talk about it.”

Cindy gave Yuko a high five. “That would be super! He has a thing for nasty Asians.”

“My husband loves blonds that suck black cock!” Yuko fired back.

Yuko grabbed Cindy’s hand, leading her out of the hut.
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T
 he next night, their last night in Jamaica, Yuko convinced Tojo that it was fine for him to dance with other women. And vice versa, he insisted she open herself up to dancing with the local black men. “I don’t know if I am brave enough to dance with the Jamaican men,” she replied. “But I may open myself up to an American.” So the rules were established as they set out for the local bar called The Stulla.


 

Sitting at the bar, Tojo guzzled his drink and ordered another one while watching the numerous American and British women bumping and grinding with the local Jamaican men.

Their last night was to be something fun. A new adventure to add a little spice to their boring Silicone Valley lives. A chance to let loose, and experiment with others on the dance floor. How he loved his wife,
 Tojo thought, letting him dance with hot women—women he fantasized about on a daily basis. Would they dance with him?
 Tojo’s eyes tracked across the bar, searching. His eyes met Cindy’s, and she smiled at him.

Yuko saw Cindy and her husband, Larry. She waited for Larry to go to the bathroom. This was her cue.

“Please excuse me, honey,” Yuko said suddenly, “I have to visit the little girls’ room.” And with that she left him alone, with his fantasies.

Cindy quickly moved to Tojo. “Hi, I saw you watching me.”

He looked at her questioningly. “Yea, well you are an attractive woman.”

“I feel so horny around all these black men. My husband is going to go back to the hotel to get his cell. I want to do something but am scared.”

Her eyes were the clearest blue Tojo had ever seen—she was “Cover Girl” gorgeous, her lips stunning, and he pictured them around a black cock. “How so?”

“A big Jamaican guy just told me to come to a shack in the back. I am scared to go by myself. It has been my dream, my fantasy, to fuck and suck a big black cock. Could you come with me? I would feel safe.” She looked imploringly at Tojo. “It will only be for about twenty minutes.”

Every part of him was excited. His cock was hard and his heart beat so fast he felt like it would pop out his chest. He had landed himself himself with a fantasy come true. “Of course, I’ll follow you.” He took a gulp of his drink and closed his eyes at the great opportunity he had gotten himself into.

 

A few minutes later, Yuko returned to find her husband gone. She saw Cindy’s husband, Larry, and moved to him, beginning a similar seduction that snarled Tojo.

 

Once in the shack, Cindy stood before Jason holding Tojo’s hand. “This is my prep/clean-up man,” she said, slipping a hand into Jason’s shorts.

“Fine with me, lady,” Jason said, “It’s nice to meet you. Thanks for coming. I hope you get your thrills.”

Cindy looked into Tojo’s eyes. “Is that okay with you?”

Tojo’s eyes shone with excitement as a smile curved his lips. “Oh, my god, I can’t believe it. Sure.”

“Believe it,” said Cindy, breaking away from kissing Jason. “Now get on your knees and get my pussy ready.” She resumed sucking and tangling her tongue with Jason’s.

Tojo wasted no time getting onto his knees. He parted her legs and settled his mouth over her wet pussy as she just about died from the rush of sensation. He was in a terrible position between her legs, sucking her pussy, while Jason had his hands around Cindy’s ass and kissing her. Her slit was drenched with hot moisture that tasted sweet.

As if Jason read his mind, he guided Cindy to the mattress and removed his shorts.

Tojo stared at disbelief, amazement, or whatever you call it, as he stared at the first black cock he had ever seen. He guessed it was at least ten inches semi-erect with what he called an “angle of dangle.”

Cindy pulled her tube-top over her head, revealing a perfect set of 34“C” cups. Grabbing hold of Jason’s massive cock, she began to slide her mouth up and down the long length of it. “Well are you going to help suck this cock? You need to get him ready,” she said.

Tojo complied, opening his mouth and letting Jason slide in and out his eager mouth. It tasted salty and took up his whole mouth—he loved it! His jaws locked as he struggled to accommodate his first cock, while drool spilled down his chin. Tears streamed down his face as he pumped faster, passing the lump at the back of his throat. Cindy held it at the base, helping to slide the cock in and out Tojo’s mouth. “You like black cock, don’t you?”

Taking his mouth off the black steel, Tojo nodded, and put the cock in Cindy’s mouth.

“Okay, you two get in a sixty-nine with Cindy on top. I going to give you a ‘bird’s eye view’ of the action.”

The command thrilled and excited both of them. Tojo managed to pull pull his shorts off before laying flat on the mattress. Cindy followed Jason’s instructions by getting into position over Tojo.

Cindy felt Jason’s huge hands grip her ass firmly, and the the tip of his monster cock played with her opening. Tojo helped out by using his hand to guide the tip into her wetness. Then he began ramming his big black cock into her pink folds. And Jason was right, Tojo had a bird’s-eye view of the most beautiful, erotic sight he ever seen in his entire life—a big black cock pounding a hot blond!

Their heavy breathing mingled with the reggae music. The combination of Tojo licking her clit while taking black cock was incredibly exciting. Cindy wanted to make noise, wanted to scream her pleasure but nothing left her lips except pants. This was much better than yesterday. That probably had a lot to do with knowing her husband was going through the same experience as Tojo. She was ecstatic for him. Her inner muscles flexed as spurt after spurt of white cream left his tip and mixed with Cindy’s nectar. He withdrew and put two spurts of cream on Tojo’s extended tongue. Unknown to Cindy, Tojo’s penis twitched once and he climaxed. Tojo licked Jason’s cock head clean. Jason put his shorts on and departed the shack.

“Open your mouth.” Cindy’s grin widened as she sat up over Tojo’s face, spilling white gobs of cream into his mouth. She used two fingers like a scoop, pressing into her channel, and juice gushed out into Tojo’s waiting mouth.

“Thank You.”

She met his gaze and whispered, “Thank you, you were great. Your wife is a lucky woman!”

 

Tojo hurried back to the bar but did not see Yuko. A few minutes later, she was at his side with a happy look, despite her disheveled appearance. She gave him a full kiss on his lips.

Not sure if the scheme had went as planned, she decided to let him know she was curious. “You will not believe what I did.”

“What?” He replied, thinking the very thought himself.

“I danced with a few Jamaican men. Oh my god, they pressed into me, and I felt these giant cocks! It really has me curious.”

“What are you going to do about your curiosity?”

She cuddled into his arms. “I’m going to take you back to the room and fuck you silly!”
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T
 he next morning, the sexually satisfied couple sat next to the green Immigration Gate at the airport. Yuko began reading the multiple text messages from Cindy. She was so proud of Tojo and overcome with joy by his performance the previous night. She relayed the experience to Cindy she had with Larry. However, the text messages had a debilitating experience on her in that she was so excited that moisture was clearly visible, due to the mini-skirt she wore, dripping down her leg.

“Excuse me, Miss.”. Yuko heard as she looked up from her phone.

It was Jack, the Jamaican Customs Officer, standing with a tall, coal-black Customs Officer. “Ma’am, pardon me for bothering you, but I would like to conduct an exit interview if you do not mind. You were so cooperative upon your arrival that I thought Jermaine, our new officer in training could observe,” he said. “You could refuse if you wish.”

She hesitated. She could not help noticing the bulge in the younger officer’s uniform pants. She was obviously having an effect on the young man. She, on a whim, decided to let Tojo make the decision. Maybe he can watch,
 she thought. She swallowed and glanced at Tojo, who seemed excited about the “exit interview.”

“Can my husband come with me?”

“Of course.” Jack gave her a soft smile.

“Honey?” She glanced at Tojo again.

Tojo said, “Go on, baby, go on. I’ll wait here or on the other side of the gate. Go on, hurry up. It shouldn’t take long.”

She nodded, not really hearing his words because of the mini-celebration going on in her head.

Tojo sat staring at Yuko, who walked away with the two officers. He saw her turn back and look at him, her smirk turned into a wide grin. I hope they fuck her,
 he thought, but no that is not going to happen.


 

On the plane, they both slept on each other and dreamed of the sex that was unleashed. It was as though the past had been pushed aside by the lust that raged within them—the lust that had been locked away for years, was now making way for new desires to rise to the surface, fueled by dark desires, and they both thought of the price on their marriage if the “secret” revealed itself to each other. They were glad of the comfort and love of each other.






Special excerpt Akako’s Addiction





Chapter One



A
 kako Kurosawa sat in the window seat of the Shinkansen, the high speed train known as the Bullet Train, looking out over the rice fields. She removed a small box of See’s Candy from her Louis Vuitton handbag, both a gift from her father. The box said assorted chocolates on the outside. She found the candy deceitfully alluring and chewing one she thought of her father. He was a company man, the CFO (chief financial officer) of a large Japanese conglomerate called Miyobo. He never ate chocolate and the thought of putting something sweet in his mouth to wet his appetite made him ill. Akako found it was a pleasant combination, the chocolate and green tea. “There is no dignity in eating sweets,” her father would say.

Dignity and reputation, along with status, the hallmark traits instilled in her by her father and Japanese culture. She had a habit of holding her handbag to her nose and inhaling her status. But she was on the verge of going against everything she had learnt in her nineteen years of a privileged upbringing in Osaka. She was desperate to keep this trip a secret.

The trip was a huge adventure, Akako thought excitedly. And at nineteen, she remained blissfully unaware of the raging hormones coursing in her loins. There was something about Caucasian men she found exotic. In the back of her mind she knew she would never marry a Japanese man—a huge blow to her father. This trip to Yokota Air Base, to experiment with her English, was supposedly a trip to visit her girlfriend in Tokyo and tour temples. The visit with her girlfriend part of the story was true. After changing train lines in Yokohama, she would meet Yuki, her girlfriend, at Mos Burger in the city of Fussa, next to the air base. It was fun to get away from the tight knit community of her affluent suburban life, a life that saw everything . . . even the secrets kept in human hearts.

It was seven thirty at night and Akako was waiting for Yuki at Mos Burger when her DoCoMo phone chirped. It was Yuki with a text. She read the Japanese characters in the message. “CANNOT MAKE IT, FRIEND WILL GET YOU ON BASE, SORRY,” the text read. She was texting a reply when she received another text, “HE IS ON THE WAY.” Again she went back to typing her response when Yuki sent her final text, “HE IS BLACK!”

She put the phone down with something like horror.
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